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NARRATIVE. 








ACCOUNT OF REGINA, 

A little girl of Wurtemburg, who was carried away 
from her mother, by the savages in North America, 
and after nine years absence, restored toher. Taken 
from a narrative, written in Danish, by Pastor 
Ronne, of Elsinore. 

Many years ago, several German families left 
their country and settled in North America. 
Amongst these was a man from Wurtemburg, who, 
with his wife and a large family, established him- 
self in Pennsylvania. There were no churches 
or schools then in that neighborhood, and he was 
obliged to be satisfied with keeping the Sabbath 
at home with his family, and instructing them 
himself to read the Bible and pray to God. He 
used very often to réad the Bible to them, and al- 
ways used first to say, ‘‘ Now, my children, be 
still and listen to what I am going to read, for it 
is God who speaks to us in this book.” In the 
year 1754, a dreadful war broke out in Canada, 
between the French and the English. The In- 
diatis took the side of the French, and made ex- 
cursions as far as Pennsylvania, where they plun- 
dered avd burnt the houses they came to, and 
murdered the people. In 1755, they reached the 
dwelling of the poor family from Wurtemburg, 
while the wife and one of the sons were gone toa 
mill, a few miles distant, to get some corn ground. 
The husband, the eldest son, and two little girls, 
named Barbara and Regina, were athome. The 
father and his son were instantly killed by the 
savages, but they carried the two little girls away 
into captivity, with a great many other children, 
who were taken inthe same manner. They were 


led many miles through woods and thorny bushes, | 


that nobody might follow them. In this condition 
they were brought to the habitations of the In- 
dians, who divided amongst themselves all the 
children whom they had taken captives. Barbara 
was at this time ten years old, and Regina nine. 
It was never known what became of Barbara; 
but Regina, with a little girl of two years old, 
whom she had never seen before, were given to 
an old widow, who was a very cruel woman. Her 
only son lived with her and maintained her, but 
he was sometimes from home for weeks together, 
and then these poor little children were forced to 
go into the forests to gather roots and other pro- 
visions for the old woman, and when they did not 
bring her enough to eat, she would beat them in 
so cruel a manner that they were near being killed. 
The little girl always kept close to Regina, and 
when she knelt down under a tree, and repeated 
those prayers to the Lord Jesus, and those hymns 
which her father had taught her, then the little 
girl prayed with her, and learned the hymns and 
prayers by heart. In this melancholy state of sla- 
very these children remained nine long years, till 
Regina reached the age of nineteen, and her little 
companion was eleven yearsold. They were both 
fine looking girls, particularly Regina. While 
captives, their hearts seem to have always been 
drawn towards what was good. Regina continu- 
ally repeated the verses from the Bible, and the 
hymns which she had learnt when at home, and 
she had taught them to the little girl. They often 
used to cheer each other with one hymn from the 
hymn book used at Halle, in Germany; ‘‘ Alone, 
yet not alone am I, though in this solitude so 
drear.”” They constantly hoped that the Lord 
Jesus would, sometime, bring them back to their 
Christian friends. In 1764, their hope was real- 


ized. The merciful providence of God brought | 
































the English Colonel Bouquet to the place where 
they were in captivity. He conquered the In- 
dians, and foreed them to ask for peace. The first 
condition he made was, that they should restore 
all the prisoners they had taken. Thus the two 
poor girls were released. More than 400 cap- 
tives were brought to Colonel Boaquet. It was 
a woful sight to see so many young people 
wretched and distressed. The colonel and his 
soldiers gave them food and clothes, and Colonel 
Bouquet brought them all to a town called Car- 
lisle, and published in the Pennsylvania newspa- 
pers, that all parents, who had lost their children, 
might come to this place, and in case of their find- 
ing them, they should be restoredtothem. Poor 
Regina’s sorrowing mother came, among many 
other bereaved parents, to Carlisle; but, alas! 
her child had become a stranger to her: Regina 
had acquired the appearance and manner, as well 
as the language of the natives. The poor mother 
went up and down amongst the young persons as- 
sembled, but by no efforts could she discover her 
daughter. She wept in bitter grief and disappoint- 
ment. Colonel Bouquet said, ‘‘ Do you recollect 
nothing by which your children might be discover- 
ed?” She answered that she recollected nothing 
but a hymn, which she used often to sing with 
them, and which was as follows: 

‘© Alone, yet not alone am I, 

Though in this solitude so drear; 
I feel my Saviour always nigh, 
He comes the weary hours to cheer. 

[ am with him, and he with me, 

Ev’n here alone I cannot be.” 
The colonel desired hertosingthishymn. Scarce- 
ly had the mother sung «wo iines of it, when Re- 
gina rushed from the crowd, began to sing it also, 
and threw herself into her mother’s arms. They 
both wept for joy, and the Colonel restored the 
daughter to her mother. But there were no pa- 
rents or friends in search of the other little g's); 
it is supposed thal they were all murdered; and 
now the child clung to Regina, and would not let 
her go; and Regina’s mother, though very poor, 
took her home withher. Reginarepeatedly asked 
after ‘‘the book in which God speaks to us.” 
But her mother did not possess a Bible; she had 
lost every thing when the natives burnt her house. 
She resolved to go to Philadelphia and buy one 
there, but the pastor Muhlenburg, of that place, 
gave her one. It was most extraordinary that 
Regina still retained her early instructions, and 
was able to read it immediately. 

In how remarkable a manner did the Lord real- 
ize his words, ‘‘ Every one that asketh receiveth; 
and he that seeketh findeth; and to him that 
knocketh it shall be opened.”’ 

And what reward did the mother, who had dili- 
gently taught her children while yet in infancy the 
word of God, receive in finding her lost daughter, 
by the means of those instructions? Why do so 
many parents forget to communicate this best of 














gifts to their children? To dress and adorn them, 
to leave to them earthly treasures, to advance 
them in their life-time to honor and dignities— 
these they trouble themselves much about: but to 
teach them to know their Saviour, to pray to him, 
to believe in him, to love and obey him; how many 
forget these things! But whatfolly! For, ‘‘ what 
is a man profited, if he shall gain the whole world 
and lose his own soul? or what shall a man give in 
exchange for his soul?” 








Selling a Bible. 





A little girl was accused of having sold a little Bible 
for a piece of candy. One little boy, said with energy, | 
‘ That was mean, to sell a Bible for something to eat.’ 








————. EDS TT SA 


RELIGION. 


= =. 








From the London Child’s Conpanion. 
THE BEAUTIFUL TEXT. 

‘The Lord is nigh unto all those who call upon 
him, unto all who call upon him in truth.” 

Little Emmeline was reading to her aunt, and 
she came to the text just quoted, and in her book it 
was called, ‘‘a beautiful text!’”? The little girl 
stopped, and said, ‘‘ Aunt! 1 don’t call that a 
beautiful text.” ‘‘Why not, my love?’ asked 
her aunt. ‘‘ Why, because | don’t see any thing 
at all beautiful in it.” It was then explained, 
while Emmeline listened with the greatest atten- 
tion. ‘*‘Suppose my child, that you were in ex- 
treme distress, and had none tohelp; refuge failed; 
no one cared for you; and you were ready to per- 
ish like Ishmael, Gen. xxi. 16. You looked 
around, with piteous earnestness, for comfort, but 
found none; and you exclaimed, in all the bitter- 
ness of your anguish, ‘Oh! is there no friend to 
whom I can apply, who will protect and love me.’ 
Suppose, I say, you were in this sad state, and, 
just as you reached the height of your grief, your 
eye fell on this passage of scripture: ‘The Lord 
is nigh unto all who call upon him, unto all who 
call upon him in truth,’ would you not indeed re- 
joice? would not your heart leap for joy? aad, 
finding your burdened mind relieved, would you 
not indeed call it ‘a beautiful text?’ Or, ihink 
again; suppose, instead of having these rosy 
checks, you were sick, and pale, and lying on the 
couch of sharpest anguish; your parents, though 
so kind, unable to relieve you, and all seeming 
dark and gloomy. But imagine you were taking 
from your pillow the book of God, and you sud- 
denly gazed on the holy words, ‘The Lord is 
nigh unto all who call upon him, unto all who call 
upon him in truth;’ would it not put fresh life into 
your sinking frame, and should you not then con- 
sider it ‘a beautiful text?’”’ 

Little Emmeline’s heart seemed full to overflow- 
ing, and she exclaimed, ‘‘Oh! yes, aunt; I see 

‘is ‘a beautiful text’ now; Edid not understand 
it before.”’ Dear child! upon your head would I 
invoke the choicest and best essing of Heaven; 
you will see this piece in your magazine; vou will 
recollect all about it; and, I trust, it will make a 
deep impression on your tender mind. There is 
a time coming, my dear child when you will need 
something upon which to stay your spirit, and then 
this ‘‘ beautiful text” will refresh and sustain 
you; may it indeed be your consolation in life, 
your joy in death, and your .glory through all 
eternity. Farewell, E. E. F. 





From the Rochester Observer. 
Why do little Children fear to Die? 


Littite Cuiipren—I suppose all of you have 
seen the corpse of a little child, perhaps one of 
your companions in school—some one who studied 
geography with you, and endeavored with you to 
please your teacher, (for I hope you all do as 
your teaehers desire you,) has died; or the little 
brother or sister of my little reader, may have 
died. And when you saw the bright eyes, that 
used to smile upon you, closed in death, and gaz- 
ed upon the pale, pale cheek, and stiffened limbs, 
and perhaps touched the icy cold forehead, you 
felt very sad—and if you have been taken to the 
grave-yard, and seen the coffin lowered into the 
deep, dark grave, you may have wept to think 
that you might soon cease to look upon this beau- 
tiful world and starry sky, and be laid by its side. 
But, little friend, why do you fear to die? 
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If your kind parents had sent you and your little 
sister thirty miles, (that is a long way from home, ) 
to attend school, and you should stay a long time, 
and not see your parents, although they often 
wrote letters, to inform you what they wished you 
to de, would you not be very glad to see your 
kind teacher approach you, with one of their let- 
ters and hear her read from it, that they should 
send for Mary to come home this week, and for 
you next week Friday. Would not you be glad 
to see little sister Mary stazted to go home—al- 
though it pained your heart to be separated from 
her? and though you had many friends to leave, 
how anxious would you be for next Friday to ar- 
rive. For then you would say, I shall see my 
dear parents, and my sweet little brother; and, 
little reader, should you not wish that time to 
come? Qh, yes, if you had conducted just as 
your parents desired you, if you had been in- 
dustrious, and learned all your lessons perfectly, 
and complied with all the wishes of your teacher, 
then you would rejoice to be on your way to meet 
your dear parents. . But if you had disregarded 
your parents’ commands, had not attended to the 
instructions of your teacher, if you had been in- 
dolent and treated your sister unkindly, would 
your heart bound so joyously at these thoughts? 
If you knew that when your mother pressed you 
to her bosom, she would shed tears of sorrow over 
her undutiful child, you would be sorry the time 
was so near, and I think you would go to your 
teacher and weep while you confessed your faults, 
and determine that you would be a good child 
until Friday. Well, dear children, heaven is a 
more beautiful place than even your pleasant 
homes. God loves you more than your dear pa- 
rents. Do you not wish to go there where that 
Jesus is, who said, ‘‘ Suffer little children to come 
unto me?’”? You must be laid in the narrow grave 
before you can go to heaven, God has sent to you 
the Bible, ministers and Sabbath school teachers 
to teach you what he requires you to do, and you 
axe si.’ when vou thnk of death, because you 
have not done these things. But be sorry that 
you have disobeyed God, and he will for Jesus 
Christ’s sake forgive you. Begin now to obey 
his commands and he will smile upon you, and 
you will love to think of death, and the bright 
world to which Christ and holy angels will wel- 
come you. Little reader will you be sorry for sin 
—love Jesus—and do good? C.S. R. 

Rochester, Oct. 1. 





THE NURSERY. 
THE DESERTED NURSERY. 

Havine formed an acquaintance with an amia- 
‘ble lady, she invited me to spend a few days at 
her house, and I gladly accepted her invitation. 
When I arrived, I found it a delightful residence, 
and almost every thing, both within and without 
the house, seemed contrived to render one happy. 
But, in the midst of all, there seemed to be some- 
thing wanting; there were no sweet laughing 
children there, and, as I love them very dearly, it 
always seems duil to me to be withoutthem. The 
next morning after my arrival, Mrs. S. offered to 
show me her house and grounds, and I followed 
her gladly. We walked through many rooms until 
we came to one which was a large plain apart- 
ment, decorated with many pictures, and bars at 
the windows: but the blinds were down half way, 
and there seemed an air of solemn gloom on every 
object. Mrs. S. sighed deeply as she opened the 
door, and the tears rolled down her face. ‘‘ This 
room,” saidshe, ‘‘ was the nursery of my darling, 
darling boy, who isnow nomere. My sweet boy; 
there is his picture,’’ she continued, pointing to a 
miniature likeness over the fire-place; then taking 
it down, and rubbing off the dust, she exclaimed, 
**There! was he not a lovely child?” I answer- 
ed, ‘‘ Yes;” as well I might, while I stood gaz- 
ing at the tiny, yet expressive face of the departed 
little one. I had seen many a babe conveyed to 
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the narrow tomb, but I had never felt as I did|® 


then, for I had never seen the sadness of a de- 











serted nursery before. On one side was the chair, 
the high chair, on which he used to sit at meals; 
there was the crib in which he was accustomed to 
sleep; the large fender to protect him from the 
fire; and there was even the hat and coat he wore 
the last day he spent upon earth. Oh, it was in- 
deed sad, very sad. The bereaved mother then 
led me to a large closet. ‘* My Augustine,” she 
said, ‘always used himself to put his closet tidy 
before he went to bed, and this is how he left it 
the last night he was here, not an article has been 
moved.” This closet, my young friends, was a 
pattern to you for neatness; not a thing seemed 
out of place. I saw the little boy had been liber- 
ally provided with fplaythings: there was a large 
rocking-horse, but ah! the once rosy rider was 
pale and cold in the darkened grave; the top and 
the whip laid together, but Augustine was far 
away; every toy looked as if it had been used, 
but alas! they were wanted no more. Oh, my 
children, learn a lesson from this empty room; 
learn this lesson—that none are too young to die. 
Augustine was seized with a fatal disorder, that 
in twenty-four hours cut short the thread of his 
life, and he was no more. His dear mamma, who 
loved him with great affection, would always go to 
see her boy before she retired to rest, for he slept 
in one corner of her room. On the night he was 
taken ill, she went as usual to him, but he was 
weary, and restless, and could not sleep; two doc- 
tors were by his side before break of day, but he 
soon died, and I trust his infant spirit ascended to 
the arms of that glorious Redeemer, who has said, 
‘*Suffer little children to come unto me:”’ he left 
his nursery for more glorious mansions above, and 
all his earthly amusements for the pleasures of 
heaven. ; 
‘© Why should I say ’tis yet too soon, 
To seek for heaven or think of death; 
A flower may fade before ’tis noon, 


And I this day may lose my breath.” 
[London Child’s Companion. 





From the Christian Index. 
GOOD CHILDREN, 

Ah John, you did not learn those verses about 
the meteors, did you? but Sarah and Ann did— 
well here is another hymn for them; but John, 
this is not your hymn; Uncle Charles ean’t write 
hymns for little boys that will not learn them. 
Now John are you not sorry?—come girls, sit 
down and read these verses about Samuel and 
Obadiah and Timothy and Jesus: but poor John 
he don’t care about these-things. He looks sorry; 
well, John, you may come too—now pay attention. 

How lovely, how charming the sight, 
When children their Saviour obey, 
The angels look down with delight, 
This beautiful scene to survey. 
Little Samuel was holy and good, 
* Obadiah served God from his youth, 
And Timothy well understood 
From a child the scriptures of truth. 
But Jesus was better than they, 
From a child he was spotless and pure, 
His parents he loved to obey, 
And God’s perfect will to endure. 
Like Samuel, Lord; I would be, 
Obadiah and Timothy too, 
And O, grant thy help unto me, 
The steps of my Lord to pursue. 
Make me humble and holy and mild, 
From the wicked constrain me to flee, 
And then though I am but a child, 
My soul shall find favor of thee. 

Children I want you to git your Bibles and 
read, or hear your parents read about little Sam- 
uel. He was a good child; he loved the Lord 
and the Lord loved him. God spoke to him, 
when he was very young, and all the people saw 
very plainly that the Lord intended him for a great 
and a good prophet. A prophet was a person in 
old times whom the Lord taught, and who taught 
the people wisdom, and foretold things that were 
to come to pass. People can’t foretell future 
things in these days, but the Lord can make them 
ood and holy, like the prophets in old times. 

And Obadiah, what do you think he said when 





he got tobe aman? ‘‘T, thy servant, serve the 
Lord from my youth.” Nowa great many peo- 
ple can’t say this; but I want you all to bevin 
now to serve the Lord, then when you grow up, 
if the Lord lets you live, you can say as that good 
man did, that you have served the Lord from your 
youth. How happy you would then be to look 
back on your past life, and see that it had all been 
spent in God’s service. But how many people 
have to say, O how foolish and wicked we were 
when we were young; we wasted all our best 
days, and we cannot call them back again. 

Timothy knew the holy scriptures from a child; 
this was a great blessing. He had a pious, good 
mother who no doubt took a great deal of pains 
with him, and he paid attention to what she told 
him; and when he grew up, the Lord made him a 
preacher. Some of you have got pious mothers 
to talk to you and pray for you; how much you 
ought to love them, and how thankful should you 
be that the Lord has given you such good mothers. 
You must listen to all they say; perhaps the Lord 
intends that some of vou shall preach like Timo- 
thy, and show poor sinners the way to heaven. 

** But Jesus was better than they,” the Hymn 
says: Jesus never did any thing wrong—he was 
perfectly holy all his days. And besides, he was 
very wise when but a child. At twelve years old 
he knew more about religion and God’s holy will 
than all the wise and learned men in Jerusalem. 
‘* All that heard him were astonished at his un- 
derstanding and his answers.”’ At that age he 
knew that he had something to do for the Lord; 
‘*know ye not,” said he ‘‘that I must be about 
my Father’s business.”? Children, take Jesus for 
your pattern; obey your parents, strive to grow 
in wisdom, and do all the will of God. When any 
body would try to keep you from reading your 
Bible, or from prayer, or from going to meeting, 
or from doing any thing good, you must tell them 
that you must be about your heavenly Father’s 
business—that you must mind the Lord, take 
care of your souls, and prepare for heaven.— 
Good bye. Uncre Cuarees, 





BENEVOLENCE. 








THE LITTLE BOY AND HIS HA’PENNY. 

I was standing one day in a retired part of 
Westminster Abbey, locking at the monuments, 
when I saw a little boy come in, about ten or 
eleven years old. He was one of the sweetest 
and prettiest children I ever beheld. His fine 
countenance was bright with expectation, and lifted 
up with smiles of anticipated enjoyment.—There 
was something so engaging in his appearance, 
that I continued to follow him with my eyes as he 
went about surveying the different objects that 
presented themselves to his view. 

After looking about for some time, aslight shade 
of melancholy passed over his brow, like a cloud 
dimming the mild lustre of a beautiful spring 
morning. The expectation, the curiosity, the an- 
ticipated enjoyment had fled. They had gradually 
yielded to that subdued and chastened feeling, 
which the holy stillness of the place, and the 
mournful memorials of departed souls, conspired 
to produce in every generous bosom. 

In the hurry of his entrance he had not thougst 
of taking off his hat: but it seemed as if it now oc- 
curred to him, that there was an impropriety in 
wearing it in such a place; and he took it off with 
so reverent a bearing, that I almost fancied the 
words of the patriarch, ‘‘ How dreadful is this 
place! This is none other than the house of God, 
this is the gate of Heaven,” were passing through 
his mind. He moved as if fearful of breaking the 
solemn silence that reigned within the sacred 
walls. There was one monument which he ap- 
peared to regard with peculiar interest. It was 


erected to the momory of William Wragg of South 
Carolina; representing in bass relief the melan- 
choly shipwreck of that gentleman and his little 
son floating ashore, on a raft, hastily constructed 
by his faithful servant. 

He next contemplated the tomb of the unfortu- 
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nate Andre, apparently with much sympathy—but the quiet of others by a search after his lost satclel or | (it being Saturday) J will give them a book and the 
I was surprised to see him become suddenly agi-|a hook, that he carelessly left he knows not where.| Teacher will give them a book” (meaning the one 


tated, stamp his foot on the ground, and turn away | 
with indignation. 
right he had to be indignant at the outrage com-! 
mitted by some Goth, by striking off the arm of 
the figure of General Washington.—But soon the 
little ruffled visage became calm again, and settled 
jnto its wonted lovliness; and as he passed slowly 
from object to object, his features assumed more 
of sedateness, until at length they are exhibited 
a perfect picture of pensive contemplation. The 
sad lesson of mortality teld from every tomb, and 
touched his tender heart. He became affected, 
and turned to go away; and was retiring with slow 
and measured steps, when his eye caught the 
charity box that stood in the middle of the area. 
He stopped. There was evidently something at 
work within him. There was a moral association 
going on. There were the tombs, and there was 
the charity box. He regarded them alternately ; 
he looked and mourned the dead. He looked and 
felt compassion for the living; and while two pearl 
drops forced their way, beneath his beautiful eye- 
lashes, and the smile of an angel played upon his 
lips, his little hand instinctively insinuated itself 
into his little pocket, and drew forth a Ha’penny. 
‘*It is all I have,’’ said he. He cast a scruti- 
nizing glance to see whether he was observed; 
stepped up to the mute solicitor for the poor; and 
dropped into it his pure offering of benevolence, 
The humble coin fell into the empty box with a 
sound that was reverberated through the lofty 
vault; and the receding echoes, as they grew 
fainter and fainter, seemed like the sweet accents 
af the blessed, whispering peace. In a transport 
of delight, I exclaimed, ‘‘ Here is a deed worthy 
of Westminster Abbey!” and ran from my con- 
cealment, and clasped the little philanthropist in 
my arms. ‘‘ And why were you ashamed?”’ said 
I. ‘*I was afraid they would laugh at me,” said 
he. ‘‘ Laugh at thee! Oh! world, world! how 
often has thy senseless laugh put modest virtue 
out of countenance!”’ I slipped a half a crown 
into his hand, and told him to remember the strange 
gentleman whom he had met inthe Abbey. ‘I 
will take it,” said he, ‘‘ if you will let me put it 
in the charity box too.” ‘‘Thou shalt sanctify 
the gift,’ I replied—so hand in hand we walked 
up to the charity box. My own reflections, the 
utter seclusion of the busy world, the still repose 
of the silent tenants of the grave, the dim twilight 
of the ancient pile, where tonsured monks’ once 
chaunted the solemn hymn and bore their glim- 
mering tapers, together with the superadded ten- 
derness inspired by the pure sacrifice of a little 
innocent heart, that I had just witnessed, all com- 
bined to press upon me with softening influences, 
that I was upon the point of giving vent to emo- 
tions of the deepest feelings. As it was, I felt my 
heart uplifted—I looked up; atear of joy glistened 
in his eye as he dropped the piece. It fell upon 
the Ha’penny, the silver sound united with the 
brass, and ascended to Heaven in holy euphony. 

We walked together to the door of the Abbey, 
and as we stood in the street about to separate, I 
asked him his name. He told it—he was an 
American; he had been sent to England for edu- 
cation. We parted, and I never saw him more. 

Whenever my spirits are depressed or my tem- 
per becomes ruffled by the collisions of life, I call 
up the remembrance of this little boy and his ha’- 
penny, and it never fails to soothe my distempered 
feelings, and to restore to me my good will to 
mankind.— Charleston Courier. 














MISCELLANY. 


Bustle. 


What occasions all this stir and commotion? would 
very probably be the inquiry of a traveller who for the 
first time should alight among us. And were all the 
real and unnecessary causes thus traced, would not a 
great deal of the bustle in the world be found to pro- 
ceed from mismanagement. I see itin children daily. 
Take for example the school-boy just hefbre he leaves 
his home in the morning. How often is he disturbing 
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Look too at the little miss---she is running up and | 


some appendage to her dress. ‘These things grow | 
with our growth and strengthen fearfully with our} 
strength, so that by the time the boy has ceased to go | 
to school and the little miss becomes a young lady, a 
bustling, noisy habit is acquired which destroys the 
quiet that, witha little attention, might be so easily 
maintained, : 

Then we have the ‘bustling gentlemen and the 
noisy housekeeper.”? Servantsare reproached loudly, 
business is carried on with great noise, and we are led 
to wish, after having fairly formed the habit, that we 
could lead a quiet life. 

Now the great secret to attain this enviable posses- 
sion, is to preserve order in all our affairs when young. 
By doing everything in its proper time and putting 
everything in its proper place, we are saved from 
much of the hurry and bustle which renders us so very 
uncomfortable to ourselves, and so very disagreeable 
to others. [Juvenile Repository. 





Love to the Sabbath School. 


A few years ago a Sabbath School boy in a town in 
Massachusetts, one day ascended a cherry tree to the 
height of at least thirty feet, to get some cherries. 
Venturing out too far upon a branch, it broke, or he 
lust his hold, and the poor little fellow was precipi- 
tated from ‘an appalling height to the ground. Provi- 
dentially he was not killed, but falling upon his feet, 
he was much lamed. His toes were all literally dislo- 
cated. He was placed under surgical care immedi- 
ately, and put to bed, with the injunction, to lie still 
for many, I believe, thirty days. ‘This occurred on 
Wednesday. But, as I said, he was a Sabbath School 
boy, and he dearly loved the precious Sabbath School. 
Well, he lay till? Sabbath morning, contentedly, for 
aught I know. But when that glorious day came, he 
thought of his dear Sabbath School, his loving teacher, 
and cheerful class mates, and he felt that he must he 
there. So, watching a favorable opportunity, he con- 
trived to dress himself, sore and lame as he was,and ac- 
tually made his way to the place of meeting, perhaps an 
eighth of a mile distant, to greet once more his teach- 
er and companions, in the blessed, blessed Sabbath 
School. From this time he kept about till he was 
well, N. H. Observer. 


that she would be entitled to.) So Mary put on her 


I knew not at the moment, the} down stairs to find perchance a stray glove or belt, or | bonnet and went to see the little girls, and told them 


what she would do, if they would go to the Sabbath 
Schocl. On the Sabbath, Mary was seen going to the 
School, with her two Scholars hand in hand, with 
faces as brightas a full blown rose. 

Now I would advise all little girls and boys to go 
and do likewise, if they have it in their power,—-and 
when you are disposed to destroy any thing, first think 
if it cannot be put to some good purpose. 

Now, if one Scholar can get one or lwo more to at- 
tend the Sabbath School, what would fifty or a hun- 
dred do? * Try.” S. A. B. 
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POETRY. 
THE CHILD’S FIRST GRIEF. 

‘©Oh! call my brother back to me! 
I cannot play alone; 

The summer comes with flower and bee; 
Where is my brother gone? 

The butterfly is glancing bright 
Across the sunbeam’s track; 

I care not now to chase its flight--- 
Oh! call my brother back! 

The flowers run wild---the flowers we sowed 
Around our garden tree; 

Our vine is drooping with its load--- 
Oh! call him back to me! 

§ He would not hear thy voice, fair child: 
He may not come to thee; 

The face that once like spring-time smiled, 
On earth no more thoul’t see. 

A rose’s brief bright life of joy, 
Such unto him was given; 

Go---thou must play alone, my boy! 
Thy brother is in heaven.’ 

© And has he left his birds and flowers; 
And must [ call in vain? 

And through the long, long summer hours, 
Will be not come again? 

And by the brook and in the glade 
Are all our wanderings o’er? 

Oh! while my brother with me play’d, 
Would I had lov’d him more!’ ” 
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YOUTIVS COMPANION. 

This week’s paper completes seven years since the 
Youth’s Companion was commenced, Yes—many a 
little boy and girl who reads this paper, have not lived 
so long as the Youth’s Companion,-~and several dear 
youth who have taken pleasure in reading our humble 
pages, are now numbered with the dead. 

The Editor feels that he has great cause for grati- 


numbers of this little paper, amid all his other cares 
and engagements---and he would not forget to thank 
his young friends for the interest they have so often 
expressed in the Youth’s Companion, and the support 
they have given it by their subscriptions from year to 
year, notwithstanding the many other publications 
which have claimed their attention, We have great 
encouragement to continue the paper; we shall make 
renewed efforts for its improvement---and hope our 
readers will, by recommending it to others, endeavor to 
increase the number of Subscribers, and thereby in- 
crease its usefulness. Cannot each of our readers 
obtain one new Subscriber ?---** Try.” 

We would solicit Communications from gentlemen 
and ladies who can write short artieles interesting to 
children and youth. Much good may thus be done. 





Written for the Youth's Companion. 
A Good Plan. 

It was the custom in the Sunday School where 
Mary went, to give a book to a Scholar, when that 
Scholar got a new Scholar to attend the School. Now 
Mary had got several books which she had read 
through many times, until she became quite tired of 
them, and was going to cut the pictures out and spoil 
them. But her mother told her she had better give 
them away to some poor girl or boy. ‘ O yes,” says 
Mary, “I know what to do with them---I will get my 
bonnet and g® to a little girl by the name of S h 
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